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BY 

THE OBLIGED AUTHOR. 



PHEFACE. 



In the following Poems, chief of which were produ- 
ced in my fifteenth and sixteenth years, doubtless 
there are many faults, which I can only entreat the 
reader to forbear surveying with the searching eye 
of criticism. 

I place this humble wreath before the public 
eye with no pretension of emulation with the more 
brilliant ones which adorn the fields of literature : 
the world will distinguish between it and them as 
the eye perceives the difference between the gor- 
geous rose and humble daisy; but as the latter, 
peeping in unpretending simplicity from its native 
meadow, affords pleasure to the child who wanders 
there in search of wild flowers, so these first effu- 
sions may serve to please such readers of my own 
age who may take up the book. 

For those friends who have so kindly encoura- 
ged my efforts, the warmest wishes of a grateful 
heart will ever be felt. 

Swaffhaniy 1851. 
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LINES ON CHILDHOOD. 

Childhood's fair cheek, where health and love 
repose. 

Whose fragile beauty charms the gazer's sight. 
Is like the beautifully budding rose. 

Just opening its fair petals to the light. 

But fell disease with its oppressing power 

Oft fades that cheek where health and beauty glow. 

E'en as the worm destroys the budding flower. 
And pales its blushing petals ere they blow. 

And childhood's eyes, when they with gladness beam. 
Glowing with love, so joyous and so bright. 

Are like clear bubbles dancing on the stream. 
When Sol does touch them with his beams of light. 

But childhood's sparkling eyes are dimm'd with tears. 
If sorrow o'er its spirit throw a cloud ; 

E'en as the bubbles' brightness disappears. 
If Sol his golden face in mists doth shroud. 
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And childhood houndeth on in joyous glee, 
With step that shows the gladness of its heart ; 

As the fleet fawn, in pride of Uberty, 
Springs o'er the plain with many a nimble start. 

But childhood's form by the fell hand of death 
Is oft struck down, and, like a flower, dies ; 

E'en as the graceful fawn yields up its breath. 
As, pierced by hunter's dart, it prostrate lies. 

And when the opening flower thus fades away. 
And bows its head before death's chiUing blast. 

Perhaps some vain, unthinking one may say, 
" Why has it thus away in beauty pass'd ? 

" What purpose was it for the beauteous flower 
To ope its leaves and rear its lovely head. 

If it was fated 'neath death's chilling power. 
All immatur'd, to lie prostrated— dead ?" 

Vain mortal, cease ! The purposes of heaven 
Are not for thy weak finite mind to scan : 

Dost thou complain because what He has given. 
The Great Almighty's pleased to take again ? 

Is it not better thus to pass away. 
Before arrived at life's maturer prime. 

Before the world has dimm'd our sunny day, 
Wither'd with sorrow, or debased with crime ? 

Is it not better, ere, the soul to tear. 

Some withering passion or black sorrow come. 

To pass uninjured, from this world of care. 
Unto a better and a brighter home ? 
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Was it not better for the lovely flower. 
Ere it was bound to earth by stronger ties. 

Ere it was torn by passion's stormy power. 
To be transplanted to the sunny skies ? 

E'en here it might have been from mis'ry free, 
If youth unfading to it had been given ; 

But oh ! how fvill of pleasure must It be 
To live for ever young in climes of heaven ! 



THE STUDENT. 

• 

The student rose when the herald lark 

Was piping his matin lay. 
Ere Phcebus bright o*er the mountain top. 

Had emitted his cheering ray : 
He heedeth not the sweet minstrel's strain. 

But his thoughtful and downcast eye 
Is fix'd on the page till the solar orb 

Rises high in the azure sky. 

The student sits by the midnight lamp ;' 

Pale and sunk is his youthful cheek ; 
His haggard eye and his wasting form 

Of long, weary vigils speak. 
The midnight hours are waning fast. 

But he heeds not Time's rapid flight. 
Nor the slower flight of his wasting health. 
But he pores over Wisdom's volumed wealth 

Through the long and silent night. 
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The student lies in the green churchyard. 

And over his quiet tomb 
A drooping willow bends, as if 

Lamenting his early doom. 
O Wisdom was fair to his youthful eye. 

But he paid for the prize full dear : 
O what avail all her treasures now 

To him who is sleeping there ! 



THOUGHTS OF THE SEASONS. 

I LOVE the bright, the smiling Spring— 

I love to hear the wood-birds sing — 

I love to hear the cuckoo's note. 

From his haunt in the verdant wildwood float — 

I love to rove along the dale. 

And cull the modest primrose pale. 

While the violet-perfumed gale. 

As it lightly fans my cheek, 

Seemetib silently to speak 

To my heart of Summer hours. 

Of birds, and butterflies; and flowers ; 

While the clear blue sky serene. 

And the soft bright tints of green. 

That on the trees and meadows rest. 

Fill with serenity my breast. — 

Spring, sweet spring, I wish thee long, 

And hail thee with a joyous song. 
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I love the glowing Summer, I hail it with a song, 

sweet and lovely are the scenes that to Summer- 

time belong — 

1 love at mom to watch the sun rise in his glory 

bright. 
Pouring o'er all the landscape fair a flood of golden 

light; 
And at mom I love to wander free o'er hill, and 

dale, and plain. 
Where, in her blooming beauty, fair Flora holds her 

reign. 
Who in the Summer mornings on the bed of sloth 

would lie. 
When the minstrel lark, sweet singing, seems to 

utter " Come away ?" 
When the smiling face of Nature is so beautiful, so 

fair. 
Before she droops beneath the sun's oppressive bla- 
zing glare ; 
When each cooling zephyr wandering by, bears 

health upon its wing ; 
When the flowers bloom so freshly, and the birds 

so sweetly sing. — 
I love in the long Summer days, within some shady 

grove, 
Screen'd from Sol's glare, to listen to the song-birds' 

notes of love ; 
I love its balmy evenings, and its shadowy soft twi- 

Hght— 
I love the grateful coolness of its sweet refreshing 

night. — 
O beautiful is Summer ! I love it passing well : 
O for a song of fire all sweet Summer's charms to tell ! 
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I love the mellow Autumn, in its sober mantle dress'd. 
It brings a soft, a tranquil calm, a joy unto my 

breast ; 
It glads my heart to see the fields of ripe and waving 

grain, 
I love to hear the reapers' song ring echoing o'er 

the plain. 
It seems as sorrow flies before that joy-inspiring 

strain. 
E'en poverty puts on a smile as it hears that jocund 

song, 
And the cheerful laugh is blithely rung amid the 

gleaning throng. 
When in mellow Autumn's sombre tints Nature her 

charms doth steep. 
And gradually disrobes herself for her Winter's icy 

sleep ; 
Who does not feel a tranquil calm upon his spirit 

come. 
While wandering where Solitude has fix'd her silent 

home? 
While the sere and yellow leaves around with rust- 
ling motion fall. 
And the sighing winds seem mournfully for Winter 

hoar to call : 
Although they sound the requiem of the Summer's 

lovely charms. 
Yet they bring a soothing quiet to the sorrow-laden 

breast. 
Although they say, in hoary Winter's cold and icy 

arms 
That Nature, clothed in snowy robes, ere long wiU 

silent rest ; 
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Yet, as they sigh among the trees, with long and 

mournful sound. 
They seem to sympathise with breasts that feel 

black sorrow's wound — 
O Autumn, thou art lovely to the contemplative 

mind ; 
Fit subjects in thy mellow gloom, thy tranquil calm 

'twill find. 



Stem Winter moveth o'er the land, in spotless robes 

of snow. 
He bears within his icy hand, a dry and leafless 

bough. 
And a diadem of frost-work crowns his dark and 

gloomy brow. 
Though, with his cold and piercing breath, he sends 

a chill around. 
Yet even in his dreary reign may many joys be 

found. 
Though he brings a gloomy train of mists, frost, 

snow, and driving sleet, 
Yet with them the merry christmas, when friends 

long-parted meet ; 
When the young and joyous gaily dance to music's 

dulcet sound, 
While song and jest and jocund laugh ring merrily 

around. 
Though now bright Phcebus hides his face so glo- 
rious from our sight ; 
Though the fleeting day be follow'd hard by dark 

and sombre night ; 
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Tet I lofe Ihtt Winftar eimiiig?^ wbai aravBid the 

hearth is lamd 
The social cirde, wheie the s«)iig and jocmid hmg^ 

lii^ roand ; 
When we to the domestie joys a leadj. offering pay. 
And with cheerful coaTersaiioQ drire the demon care 

away. 
How cheering *tis arovmd a warm and cheednl hiaze 

to he. 
When the driring stonn of Winter holds so lood 

and dismally ! 
We hear the beating haO descend, we hear the howl- 
ing blast. 
As, like some furious demon, it rushes wildly past. 
But in cheerful converse joining, we heed not the 

howling wind- 
Blow on ye winds ! ye can't dispel the sunshme of 

the mind. 
But let us not amidst our joys f(»get the houseless 

poor. 
But cheerfully afford relief — a portion from our store. 
Let us consider oft that those who fed keen misery. 
May be quite as deserving of life's social joys as we. 
O let us now with open heart, and with a liberal 

hand, 
Administer relief unto the poor and shivering band : 
The generous deed of charity is register'd above. 
By Him who bade us as ourselves our fellow men 

to love. 
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THE SAILOR-BOY'S DREAM. 



The aea, the blue lone sea hath one. 

He lies where pearls lie deep: 
He was the lor'd of all, yet none 

O'er his low bed may weep. 

MBS. Hbmarb* 



'TwAS night upon the ocean wide. 

Fair Cynthia mildly shone. 
And on the undulating tide. 

With placid gaze look'd down* 

The stars around their beauteous queen 
Were sparkling bright above ; 

The ocean, calmly rolling on. 
Gave back their gaze of love. 

A noble vessel sailed along 
The blue and tranquil ocean ; 

The streamer at her mast-head hung. 
With 'faint and idle motion. 

For scarce a single breath of wind 

Did o'er the surface pass, 
But all was calm as smiles we find 

On dreaming childhood's face. 

Upon that vessel's deck did stand 

A merry-hearted crew ; 
Scarce one of all that careless band 

Corroding sorrow knew. 
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F'ff i)ifj wcTP men whose j< 

I' f fill rnirth did pleasure bonov ; 

*l >;^ir Iff :»rt.4 wr;re lii^htsome as tbe vind, 
7 >»«-y thought not of the monov. 

f'fif '/ri^' tJirrc was among that band, 

^' Iff HI wlirmc youthful cheek 
7'h«- )f'iyr round drops of woe did stand, 

Anrl m;rrow did benpeak. 

For ntffwn of home did come before 

'I'll'- rnirrfir of his brain ; 
Hf fhou(rht upon his native shore, 

f frr nf'er might nee again. 

I If thriuglit upon his distant home, 
'VUtti IdvM though humble spot, 

Whori! h'm nuuny childhood's days had pass'd, 
VVhrrf! hn\t\}y was his lot. 

And t.lirri in f»nry on his ear 

Miw mother's accents fell, 
As whrri with voice of deepest woe, 

Hhc bade her child farewell. 

And as with s(»rrow he did grieve, 

And felt the exile's pain, 
He naid, "when back, I'll never leave 

My native land again." 

And now he on the deck reclin'd, 

lli« weary limbs to rest, 
J3ut still sweet home posscss'd his mind. 

And sorrow filled his breast. 
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Bui soon each sense of sadness flies. 

He droop'd his heavy head ; 
And Sleep around the sea-boy's eyes 

His balmy influence shed. 

Now Fancy on her fairy wings 

Unto the boy did come ; 
Before his mental sight she brings 

His childhood's happy home. 

He fancied that his steps he tum'd 

Unto his father's cot ; 
The dreamer's heart within him bum'd» 

As he beheld the spot. 

He thought with bounding step he sprang 

Unto the cottage door. 
He saw the spot where he had play'd. 

The same as 'twas of yore. 

He raised the latch with trembling hand, 

And cast his eyes around ; 
Then rush'd into the well-known room — 

His mother there he found. 

He felt his mother's warm embrace. 

While tears of rapture flow ; 
He gazed upon her well-known face. 

And felt his bosom glow. 

His father too was there, his voice 

Fell soothing on his ear ; 
The sea-boy's heart it did rejoice. 

Those tones of love to hear. 
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It said, " my boy, O art thou come 

To cheer thy father's heart ? 
O welcome, welcome to thy home ! 

Thou'lt never more depart." 

" O parents dear," the dreamer said, 

**ril never leave ye more. 
Never again will 1 be led 

From my dear native shore,*' — 

Wliat blaze was that ? What dreadful sound 
Did rouse him from his dream ? 

The sound, it was the thunder's roar, 
llie blaze, the lightning's gleam. 

Before, scarce any breath of wind 

Ruffled the quiet deep ; 
llie waves were gently rippHng on ; 

Old Ocean seem'd to sleep. 

Now the black tempest's direful wings 

Did lash the troubled ocean ; 
The waves rose high, the thunder roar'd. 

And all was wild commotion. 

He started up with wild amaze. 

And upward cast his eye ; 
He saw the vivid lightning blaze 

Along the stormy sky. 

It gleamed an instant, then deep gloom. 

Made awfuUer by the roll 
Of the crashing thunder, struck dark dread 

Unto the seaboy's soul. 
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Below he cast his frighten'd eyes — 

What horrors met his view ! 
The waves, Hke giant forms, did rise 

Around the doomed crew. 

Ah ! where was now that dream of home 

Which bless' d his mental sight ? 
'Twas vanish'd, as the landscape fair 

Beneath the shades of night. 

What was that loud and crashing sound ? 

What was that dreadful shock ? 
The ship, by furious billows driven, 

Had struck upon a rock. 

Chief of the weak and wretched crew 

Into the sea were cast ; 
When the dread shock was o'er, a few 

Were clinging to the mast. 

A respite short — the shattered wreck 

Will soon be swept away ; 
The foaming billows even now 

Are roaring for their prey. 

Clinging unto the slippery mast. 

The wretched boy was there : 
To Heaven his straining eyes he cast. 

And breath'd a silent prayer. 

Despair was pictured in his face, 

For every hope had fled. 
He sunk — the whelming billows roll'd 

Above the sea-boy's head. 



1€ 



Poor BaHar bar. to dedc 1^ |TBve 
No 'weepias' ^iend§ ^mll come. 

Above tiiT cone no willows wsve. 
Nor fr&£THiit &Fwen tiloam. 

Sot, wbefamd beneodi tiie roilfii^ 
Within Bome ooral cKve, 

Tht mennaick in tfar goldeD lods 
Shall ooeui flowen wrealiie. 



Ko featbei'd BosisrsterB o*cr tinr fonm 
A pbuntjre dix^ shall sn£: ; 

Nor motiker € band tfar gxwc 
With blooming gifts of qpdng. 



Bat sea-nrmpbe o'er liiT fonn shall fibig 

Full many a shining gem. 
And wailing winds of ocean sng 
lliT moomfiil requiem. 
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Yhh think of thee when o'er my brow 

Dark care has thrown a cloud of sadness. 
When youth's warm sun has ceas'd to glow. 

When woe has quench*d the light of gladness 
For, when dark cares oppress the mind. 

When life's vain pleasures fleeting prove, 
A consolation sweet we find 

In thinking of the friends we love. 
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m think of thee at evening hour, 

When the stars in the azure vault are beaming. 
When, in a soft and silvery shower, 

The moonlight o'er the flowers is streaming : 
For it is sweet by the moon's pale light 

'Neath the spangled canopy to rove. 
While faithful memory wings its flight 

To those dear friends we fondly love. 

rU think of thee when smiling Spring 

Her mantle o'er the earth is throwing. 
When birds sweet lays of gladness sing. 

When nature is with brightness glowing : 
For it is sweet, when skies are bright, 

To muse in some green flowery grove. 
And, while Spring's beauties charm our sight. 

To waft our thoughts to those we love. 



ODE TO CONTENT. 



O thou, the Nymph with placid eye'. 
O seldom found, yet ever nigh 

Receive my temperate vow. 
Not all the storms that shake the pool, 
Can e'er disturb thy halcyon soul, 

And smooth, unaiter'd brow. 

Baebauld. 



Parent of felicity. 

Come, sweet nymph, and dwell with me. 
Come, and o'er my youthful head 
Thy peace-inspiring influence shed. 
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\ Fly not, but ever with me stay. 

And drive black sorrow's band away— - 

\ Lovely goddess, dost thou dwell 

In the lone recluse's cell. 
Far from all ignoble noise, 
Far from mirth's hilarious joys. 
Where prying strangers ne'er intrude. 
Where all is quiet solitude ? 
Sweet Content, O dost thou dwell 
With the hermit in his cell ? 
Goddess of the placid eye. 
Here thy form I cannot spy- 
Solitude affords a feast, 
When, from the busy world releas'd. 
We wander in the forest glade, 
Or on the flower-bespangled mead ; 
Or climb to some high mountain's crest. 
Where the eagle builds her nest. 
Where the scene that round us lies. 
With its wild beauty charms our eyes ; 
While the cascade murmuring near, 
Maketh music to the ear — 
Refresh'd by nature's cheering ray. 
Our passions calm'd, our spirits gay. 
We resume our toil again. 
And mingle in the haunts of men : 
But when, 'neath superstition's sway, 
The hermit wears his life away 
In a lonely wilderness. 
With none to cherish, none to bless, 
Uncheer'd by voice of friend or wife. 
Can his be a happy life ? — 
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Nature bids us social live. 

Comforts to receive and give ; 

To cheer the heart oppressed with grief. 

To misery afford relief. 

To soothe the mind possessed by care. 

To drop the sympathetic tear ; 

Not in ceaseless solitude 

Ourselves and talents to seclude. 

Sweet Content, thou dost not dwell 

In the hermit's lonely cell. 

Dost thou live in halls of state 

With the rich and titled great. 

Where Luxury her feast doth spread. 

Where Power rears his armed head ? 

Lovely nymph, thou art not there ; 

Thou fliest before the demon Care, 

WTio, with all his horrid band, 

Taketh there his sullen stand. 

Dost thou with royalty reside 

In the palace fair and wide ? 

Everything that wealth can buy 

There doth meet the gazer's eye ; 

There in splendid brightness shine 

The glittering treasures of the mine ; 

Art's rich creations there are plac'd 

By the careful hand of taste ; 

Grace and elegance are there. 

Sweetest music woes the ear ; 

Blue-eyed Beauty leads along 

Those gorgeous courts her graceful throng. 

There does Flattery sound her shell ; 

There does Adulation dwell ; 
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Bat the gay and glittering court 

Is not sweet Content's resort. 

Cares hover o'er the crowned head ; 

Sweet sleep forsakes the monarch's bed ; 

Courtiers' faces wear a smile. 

But often are their breasts the while 

Wrung by jealousy, or torn 

By sorrow's sharp corroding thorn — 

Content, thou dost not make thy home 

'Neath the stately palace dome. 

Sweetest calmer of the mind. 

Where shall I go thy home to find ? 

Thou art not found in hermit's cell. 
Nor in the palace chambers wide ; 
Where Wealth and Luxury reside 

Content, thou dost not dwell. 
Thou dost bless the careless child. 
Roaming through the forest wild ; 
Or, in his joyous, heartfelt mirth. 
Bounding o'er the verdant earth ; 
'Neath the summer's sunny sky 
Chasing a bright- wing'd butterfly ; 
Or, tired with his childish glee. 
Reposing 'neath a bowering tree- 
Manhood comes, and he no more 
Is happy as in childhood's hour : 
Life's stream no longer calm doth flow. 
Nor bears his bark so smoothly now : 
Then joy's bright sun did lend its smiles. 
And hope did point to flowery isles ; 
And swiftly o'er the stream it flew. 
As pleasure's balmy breezes blew. 
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Now tempestuous gales arise, 

And threatening clouds obscure the skies ; 

And terrific tempests blend. 

And on the ill-fated bark descend* 

Manhood's bark sails rapidly 

O'er the stormy, fickle sea, 

'Til the tranquil night of age 

Calms tempestuous passion's rage ; 

Then if virtue, pleasing guest. 

Be an inmate of his breast. 

Thou, sweet Content, with tranquil peace, 

Fill'st his mind with happiness. 

As he nears the blissful shore. 

Where sorrow's storm is felt no more. 

Sweet Content, a few there are. 

Who, when sorrows hover near. 

In their life's tempestuous hour. 

Still are cheer'd by thy sweet power : 

With that number may I be ; 

Fly not, sweet Content, from me ! 

Cheer'd by thy soft voice, may I 

Happy live, and calmly die. 



HOME. 

O IF there's aught in this wild world of sadness 
Where the sweet plant of happiness really doth 
bloom. 
Where cheerfulness lives 'mid the sunlight of glad- 
ness. 
And peace reigns supreme, 'tis the circle of home. 

c2 
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Where wealth spreads its sumptuous stores you may 
wander, 
"With the great, and the rich, and the titled may 
roam. 
But O ! in the glittering palace of grandeur 

You will ne'er find a place like the circle of home. 



WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 

The clouds that speck the morning skies> 

In vapour pass away ; 
As winter's fragile frost-work flies 

Before the sim's bright ray. 

But cherish'd in my youthful mind 

Thy memory e'er will be ; 
And ever to my heart I'll bind 

Each thought that speaks of thee. 

If sorrows hover o'er my head. 

And life ungladden'd be. 
And all my youthful joys be fled. 

Yet still I'll think of thee. 

As shines the glorious heavenly bow 

*Mid elemental strife. 
So will remembrance ever glow 

Amid the storms of life. 

And wilt thou not remember me 
When sadness clouds thy brow. 
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When the bright light of gaiety 
Is quench'd by gloomy woe ? 

Think not of me in fashion's maze. 
Where thou perchance may'st be. 

But when thou think'st of calmer days, 
O then remember me ! 



A NIGHT-PIECE. 

The moon, refulgent empress of the sky. 

Rides in the azure vault in glory bright. 
Making all clear and beautiful on high. 

And bathing the dull earth in silver light ; 
She gazeth calmly on the placid stream, 
Touching its ripples with her silvery beam ; 
On undulating waves the radiance bright 
Spreads o'er the stream in gleams of brilliant light. 
It seems as if bright spirits of the stream 
Upon those rippling waves do trembling rest ; 
So fair, so spirit- like appears the beam 
That plays upon that river's wavy breast. 
The winds are hush'd, and mild the evening air ; 
The spangled sky from shadowing clouds is clear ; 
The hills, by groves of spreading pine trees crown'd, 
Casting their lengthen' d shadows o'er the ground, 
Give a soft indistinctness to the scene 
So fairy-like, so still, so beautifully serene. 
The mild and perfume-laden'd evening breeze, 
In pleasing murmurs sighing 'mongst the trees. 
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le all the sound that breaks the sileiice deep 
That hallows nature's quiet midnight sleep. 
At such an hour as this who does not feel 

] Emotions sweet o'er all his spirit steal ? 

While the still calm each passion soothes to rest, 

jj And fills with deep serenity the breast- 

Let him who groans beneath a load of woe 
To such a scene of tranquil softness go : 
The silence gives to holy feelings birth. 
And leads him from the nothingness of earth ; 
Then contemplation will direct his eye 
Unto a blissful home beyond the sky ; 
l*be sorrows of his breast it will assuage. 
And calm tempestuous passion's boisterous rage. 
Hark ! what sweet melody so soft and clear 
Thrills with wild sweetness on my ravish'd ear ! 
So low that one might deem some tiny sprite 
Breaks with his song the stillness of the night ; 
Now clear and full peal forth the quavering notes. 
Now the sweet lay in trembling cadence floats ; 
With wild rapidity now swells the strain. 
Then sinks into low, warbling notes again. 
It is the midnight songster of the grove, 
Pouring unto its mate a lay of love ; 
In midday's glare it does not wake its strain. 
But when dark, sombre Night doth hold her reign. 
With its melodious and enchanting lay. 
It shames the fluttering songsters of the day ; 
It shuns the midday's heat and solar glare. 
But pours its music to the midnight air. 
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TO MY SISTER ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

Tht natal day is bright and fair. 
No mist the sun doth shroud ; 

The face of heaven's serene and clear. 
Unspotted by a cloud. 

So may thy youth be free from care. 
Thy age from pining sadness ; 

And may sweet hope thy spirit bear 
To peaceful scenes of gladness ! 

May thy life's stream e'er tranquil flow. 
May bliss thy thoughts employ. 

And may no gloomy cloud of woe 
Obscure thy sun of joy ! 

But it is vain to wish thee here 

A life of perfect gladness. 
For joy must oft give place to care 

Within this world of sadness. 

Yet friendship cheers us as we go 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
And though to-day the storm may blow. 

It may be fair to-morrow. 

Though in life's garden oft the thorn 

Doth rear its prickly head. 
Yet roses do the walks adorn. 

And grateful odours shed. 



26 F0EM8. 

ITiough shrill winds there may wildly roar. 

And tempests may deform. 
Yet there is many a pleasant bower 

To shelter from the storm. 

And Love is there to cheer our way. 

And Hope, as on we go, 
Doth shed a bright and glad'ning ray 

To dissipate our woe. 

Then, when thou art possess'd by grief. 
Do thou from sweet Hope borrow 

A cheering solace— a relief — 
A charm to soothe thy sorrow. 

Ever may bright and lovely flowers 

About thy pathway spring ; 
And round thy youthful steps may Love 

His snowy myrtles fling ! 

And when at last death's chilling blight 

Upon thee shall have come, 
O may thy spirit wing its flight 

Unto a brighter home ! 



A THOUGHT. 



When the impetuous, howling storm doth break 
O'er the ^olian lyre's trembling strings. 
Unto the blast melodious notes it flings. 
Sweet as the sounds an angel's hand might wake. 
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An emblem of the one around whose form 
Sorrow her tempest dark and dread doth raise. 
Who, 'mid the furious beating of the storm. 
Doth, unrepining, pour forth songs of praise. 



UPON THE CHOLERA WHICH VISITED 
ENGLAND IN THE YEAR 1848. 

It comes, it comes on the wings of the blast — 

It spreads like a fire, as fell and as fast. 

As the oak is struck down 'neath the rage of the 

storm. 
So 'neath its force is the strong man's form. 
As the graceful lily sinks beneath 

The cold on a wintry day. 
So beauty's form 'neath the withering breath 
Of the Pestilence fades away. 

The morning sun shines in his splendour bright. 
And parents fond hail the lovely sight, 
As they gaze on the forms of their children that play. 
In the warmth of his bright and enlivening ray : 
But, ere that sun sinks in the western sky, 

The voices so blithe are hush*d ; 
For the Pestilence comes, and the !ov*d ones die; 
And the fond parents' hopes are crushed. 

A wild shriek is heard in a darkened room. 
Making more dismal the awful gloom : 
Struck by the chilling hand of Death, 
A husband has yielded up his breath : 
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And the bereaved wife stands there. 

And raises a mournful cry. 
And lifts up her voice in a hasty prayer 

lliat she also may die. 

The orb of day rises in glory and pride — 
The glad bridegroom hastens to claim his bride — 
What voice is that which the glad one hears ? 
]« it a song meet for bridegroom's ears ? 
Ah no ! That voice, sad as a funeral knell. 

Is a wailing mother* s breath ; 
For the maiden fair that he loves so well. 
Is clasp'd in the arms of Death. 

It comes, it comes with the passing gale — 

'lilt land resounds with the mourners' wail. 

In the streets is heard the ceaseless tread 

Of those who bear the coffin'd dead. 

On parents' faces has settled a gloom. 

For their lov'd ones are borne to the silent tomb ; 

Down children's cheeks the salt tears flow. 

For their parents are laid by the Pestilence low. 

0*er the humble cottage and stately hall 

Dark Grief has thrown his shadowing pall ; 

The cheek of the drunkard waxeth pale, 

And the hearts of the wicked with terror quail ; 

The guiltless breast alone is calm — 

No morbid fears do the virtuous alarm. 

They rely on the arm of Him whose power 

Protects the good when dangers lower ; 

On the " things unseen" they gaze with faith's eye. 

And they fear not at any time to die : 

For they know to a happier clime they will go, 

Where the rivers of pleasure eternally flow. 
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WINTER AND CHRISTMAS. 

As Winter, stem king of the icy north. 

In his dark hall sat in state. 
He the spirit of the blast caird forth 

From the slaves that round him wait. 

And thus to the spirit he did say : 

•*To the temperate regions haste. 
And herald my coming, for I must away. 
For 'tis my turn there, to rule the year. 
Fair Summer's bright reign is past. 

** And soon in my terrors I will come. 
And breathe a chill blight around. 

And spread o'er the face of the land a gloom. 
And hush merriment's jovial sound. 

" And over the bosom of nature I'll throw 
A mantle form'd of the fleecy snow ; 
And soon on the streams a curb will be seen. 
That will stop their saucy course I ween.*' 

Then Winter did go in his icy might. 
O'er the land to hold command ; 

Pale Fear and dark and gloomy Night 
Where among the monarch's band. 

A diadem form'd of bright icicles bound 
His wrinkled and lowering brow, 

And for sceptre he bore in his chilly hand 
A wither'd and leafless bough. 
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Pale misty sprites did around him tliroDg, 

A shadowy, fearful array : 
And thus in his dark and gloomy state. 

Stem Winter took his way. 

Thick showers of white and fleecr snow 

His icy hand o'er the earth did throw ; 

And he said, "Now 111 reign with despotic command. 

And spread dark gloominess over the land. " 

When lo ! a majestic and portly form. 

Confronted the icy king ; 
Unheedful quite of the snowy storm 

That the monarch did on him fling. 

The form was that of an aged man. 
His thick flowing locks where grey ; 

Yet merriment sat on his ruddy face. 
And shone in his clear bright eye. 

A blazing torch in his hand he bore. 

Which flamed to the tempest free ; 
And his wrinkled brow was covered o'er 

With a wreath from the holly tree. 

And thus he spoke to the icy king, 

" To confront thee now I come ; 
For a charm, O monarch dread, I bring. 

To brighten thy reign's drear gloom." 

" And who art thou," stem Winter cried. 

•* That thinkest my power to destroy ?" 
He waved his torch and thus replied : 

" I'm the parent of social joy. 
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" I cause in the tender cheek of youth 

The warm glow of joy to spring, 
And mine is the power to the face of age 

Bright smiles of delight to bring. 

*' Pm crown'd with holly because, like it. 

When the wintry sky is drear, 
And Nature her gloomiest face puts on. 

Bright and gay to the sight I appear. 

*' I'm the monarch gay of jocund mirth ; 

Rich stores of delight I unfold ; 
I reign by the brightly blazing hearth — 

Men call me Chbistmas Old." 



THE NIGHT. 

To him who harbours virtue in his breast, 
The quiet night brings tranquil peace and rest : 
The sacred calm conveys serenes t joy, 
And breeds a feeling nothing can destroy ; 
Sweet sleep unto his weary eyes is given. 
And dreams ecstatic waft his thoughts to heaven. 
But to the wicked man the silent night 
Is a dark, gloomy season of affright : 
The awful stillness fills his breast with fear, 
And sleep is driven away by haggard care ; 
And if at last his restless eyes he close. 
Terrific dreams disturb the short repose. 
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THE CONSTANCY OF LOVE. 

Chbbrino as the rising moon 

To the lonely traveller's sight, 
As he journeys in the gloom 

Of the dnkr and darksome night. 
Is the face of one who, long 

Far away been forced to rove. 
Returns again, to prove how strong 

The constancy of love. 

Cheering as to the wanderer's ear 

His native village church's bell. 
When with weary feet he draweth near 

To the home that he loves so well. 
Is the voice of the loved one. 

Which to the heart doth prove. 
By the fervent warmth of its gentle tone. 

The constancy of love. 



LAMENTATIONS OF AN EXILE. 

I. 

I AM leaving the land of my fathers for ever. 

In regions of strangers and strange scenes to roam ; 
Every love- tie of yore from my heart I must sever. 

Far away I must go from my dear native home. 

As the shores of sweet home from my vision are 
fleeting. 
As the white cliffs of Albion fade from mine eye, 
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O how my fond heart with deep anguish is beating ! 
It seems as 'twould burst with each deeply- drawn 
sigh. 

Fond memory still clings to the haunts of my child- 
hood. 

Where I roam'd in the sunshine of innocent joy. 
And fancy recals each lov*d path of the wildwood, 

Where I sported a careless and light-hearted boy. 

O then I was happy — without care or sorrow, 
I danc'd along youth's smooth and flowery way. 

And I felt all the joy which we only can borrow 
In childhood's unclouded, calm, sunshiny day. 

But misfortune has clouded that sunshine of gladness. 
And the sweet voice of hope is now hush'd by 
despair. 

And my heart is oppress'd by a mountain of sadness. 
Too heavy for weak human nature to bear. 

O Death, come and give me repose from my sorrow! 

Grim Death, that the joyous delight not to meet. 
But to those who from life no enjoyment can borrow. 

The thought of thy coming is cheering and sweet. 

Farewell to that spot where bright visions I've pon- 
der'd. 
Where happiness threw o'er my soul her sweet 
spell; 
Farewell to those haunts where with lov'd ones I've 
wander'd, 
Home of my childhood, I bid thee farewell. 



34 POEMS. 

il. 

My home ! my home ! What words can tell 

The sorrows that my bosom tore. 
When leaving all I love so well 

To wander on a foreign shore ! 
And though time brings a faint relief 

Unto my sorrow- stricken heart. 
Yet still it feels the exile's grief — 

Remembrance makes the tear to start : 
1 think of home and all its joys. 

And the true-hearted loving band, 
And all the sweet and tender ties 

That bound me to my father- land. 
Time's billows as they o'er me roll. 

Cannot remembrance dispel. 
Nor banish from the exile's soul 

The absent ones he loves so well. 

I dwell beneath a sunny sky ; 

Italia's land, where now I roam. 
Would unto some impartial eye 

Be fairer than my rock-bound home : 
But the vallies of my native isle. 

Its beetling cliffs, its cottage homes. 
Where peace and sweet contentment smile, 

Are dearer far than all the domes. 
The palaces, the gems of art. 

And all the scenes so fair and grand. 
That with their far-famed grace impart 

Such charms unto this classic land. 
There is one only spot on earth 

That binds my heart as with a spell ; 
It is the land that saw my birth. 

It is the home I love so well. 
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III. 

Soon will be past the exile's woe. 
Soon will the tear have ceas'd to flow. 
That silent moumeth for the lot 
That tears him from the lovely spot 
Where all his cherish'd friends do dwell. 
The peaceful home he loves so well. 

The chilling hand of death I feel. 
His shadows o'er my spirit steal ; 
But not in gloomy terrors dight 
He comes, to fill my soul with fright ; 
But to wipe the bitter tears that flow. 

To ease a heart by grief oppress'd. 
And bear me from a world of woe 

Unto a place of rest. 

And yet a sadder thought will come. 
When thinking of my distant home : 
There, in the peaceful churchyard green. 
My sires' quiet graves are seen : 
There, where the green grass waveth free. 
They sleep so calm and peacefully. 
Near the sweet spots which, when alive. 
To them did tranquil pleasures give ; 
Close by their much-lov'd village home : 
There do sweet native wild flowers blow. 
And there the red- breast pipes his lay ; 
And there did the survivors come. 
And with the sacred tear of woe 
Bedew' d the grave's cold clay. 

And once I thought that I with those. 
When death had claim'd me, should repose ; 
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But oh ! Vm far from that dear land — 
There is no tender, friendly hand 
To smooth my passage to the tomb ; 
Hither no loving friend doth come. 
To whisper soothing words of peace, 
The dying exile's pangs to ease ; 
No sympathizing tears are shed 
Around the dying exile's bed. 
Soon I shall sink in death's deep sleep. 
And no one for my fate will weep — 
Strangers will bear me to the tomb— 
Upon the unknown wanderer's bier 
Will drop no sympathetic tear : 
They will not sorrow for my doom ; 
Cold as the winds that soon will rave 
Around the exile's lonely grave. 



A COMPARISON. 

Man is like a changing stream. 

Which first doth smoothly flow. 
When on its banks of softest green 

The sweetest flowers grow. 
Above it is a sunny sky, 

Unchequer'd by a cloud of sadness. 
Reflected on its smiling face 

Which mirrors nought but scenes of gladness. 
It, calmly murmuring, floweth on. 

Unruffled save by gales of pleasure. 
Which from the balmy shores of bliss 

Come laden with their fragrant treasure. 
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In the green trees that by it grow 

Full many a bird of brUliant wing. 
With blithe, melodious notes of joy. 

Keeps concert with its murmuring. 
Childhood, man's first and guileless state, 

Resembles such a stream as this ; 
A time of sunshine, gaiety, 

Joy, melody, and peace. 

But soon a change takes place — 

The stream doth wider grow. 
And with an onward sweeping course 

It rapidly doth flow. 
The sky that erst was clear and blue. 

And lent its brightness to the stream, 
Is shadowed now with gloomy clouds. 

Instead of the golden beam. 
And, roused by passion's stormy wind, 

Its billows ^riously arise ; 
The flowers are swept from its banks away ; 

And each frighten'd songster flies. 
And with boisterous fury it dashes along, 
Unbrighten'd by sunshine ; deserted by song. 

Thus when man in his riper years doth stray 

In guilt's false alluring ways. 
The sunshine and quiet flee away. 

Which bless'd him in earlier days. 
Then when we gaze on the fallen one. 

By guilt's black flood defiled. 
It bringeth a feeling sad to think 

That he once was a guileless child. 

d2 
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AGE. 



What is age ? A broken lyre 

Whose tunefulest chords are torn away ; 
Lost is all its former fire ; 

'Tis passing to decay. 

It wakes no more light tones of joy. 
But low and feeble sounds it flings — 

Death comes, those weak notes to destroy. 
And snap its few remaining strings. 



A LIFE IN THE FOREST. 

O HOW sweet 'tis to live, like the forest deer, 
'Neath the waving green-wood trees. 

Where the notes of the bugle, ringing clear. 
Are borne on the wings of the breeze ! 

To chase the fleet stag through the forest glade, 

To rove through the shady green. 
To laugh and feast 'neath some oak's broad shade. 

Is a merry life I ween. 

To rise at mom, free from care or pain. 

And greet the rising sun. 
And rove unrestrain'd through the wide domain, 

'Til his daily course is done. 



FOBMS. 39 

And then to recline at the coming of night. 

The fragrant wild flowers among. 
And court sweet repose 'neath the pale moon-light, 

Lnll'd to sleep by the nightingale's song. 

The pleasure the sons of gay fashion boast. 

No true joy to the spirit brings ; 
For the purer charm of content is lost 

Where the siren of pleasure sings. 

Midst the haunts of the busy and dangerous world 

Black deceit will be often found. 
And the banner of vice be wide unfurl'd. 

And sorrow and care abound. 

But amid the wide forest's shady green. 

Far away from the haunts of strife. 
Black deceit and pale sorrow are never seen, 

Nor care doth embitter life. 

Then, away from the busy haunts of men. 

Let me live like the red deer free. 
Where strife is not found, nor grief, nor pair , 

'Neath the shade of the forest tree. 



SONNET.— Evening. 

Day's glorious orb is setting ; the smooth lake 
Is tranquil as a guileless infant's dream ; 
Naught does the still and solemn silence break. 
Save the sweet songsters of the leafy spray. 
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Tuning their notes to bid fieu'ewell to day. 

O solitude at such an hour doth seem 

Full of sweet charms ; then will the feeling heart 

Excite the tear of sympathy to start 

For those who, bound upon the bed of pain. 

Cannot enjoy so calm, so sweet a scene — 

O blest are they who, freed from sickness' chain. 

Can view a sight so peacefully serene, 

And lift their hearts, in nature's silent prayer. 

To Him who made this earthly world so fair ! 



HOPE. 



Hope cheers the mind when fortune lowers. 

And as o'er life's rough path we go. 

Around our steps her hand doth throw 

The sweetest flowers : 

Awhile they bloom in beauty bright. 

Then droop 'neath disappointment's blight. 

Sometimes, revived by fancy's ray. 

They blossom fairer than before ; 

But oft, 'neath sorrow's chilling breath. 

They bow their lovely heads in death. 

To bloom no more. 

Hope, like Apollo's golden beam, 
Before youth's eager sight doth gleam. 
And tempts him from his peaceful home. 
Along life's unknown paths to roam ; 
Before his inexperienced eyes 
Bright, sunny vistas seem to rise ; 
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But soon the azure sky's o'ercast, 

And howling, sweeping comes the blast ; 

And the ternfic thunder's sound 

Peals awful through the heaven's profound. 

Alone amid the wild he stands. 

With downcast eyes and wringing hands, 

Deserted by the beam, whose smile 

Did only glitter to beguile. 

But soon again the beam appears. 

Again his fainting soul it cheers. 

And, breaking through the murky cloud. 

Which his life's sky doth darkly shroud. 

Tells him that soon the gloomy sky 

Will brighten in the light of joy— 

Hope from the gay and buoyant heart 

Of youth doth never long depart. 

Though sorrow's dark and gloomy cloud. 
The evening of our life shoiild shroud. 
When our mortal course is nearly run. 
And life sets like the setting sun. 
If nurtur'd by religion's beam, 
Hope like the rainbow bright doth gleam. 
And 'mid the deep, o'ershadowing gloom. 
Speaks softly of a better home. 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

Great is the love that the fond mother feels — 
'Tis shewn by the tear down her cheek that steals, 
When on the thorny bed of pain. 
The hope of her Hfe, her child is lain ; 
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"lis seen in the anxious glance of the eye ; 

"Us breathed from the heart in each deep-drawn sigh ; 

'Tis heard in each tender, soothing tone ; 

By endearing words of affection 'tis shewn ; 

It strews childhood's path with sweetest flowers. 

And gilds its short and fleeting hours. 

'Tis a pure flame which descends from above — 

Oh ! a sacred thing is a mother's love. 

A friend may forsake you when woe's cloud has 

lower' d. 
Like the shadow that flies when the sun is obscur'd, 
The flame of benevolence often decays, 
like a Are that doth for a moment blaze ; 
Imparting a warmth to the heart, and then 
Dying, and leaving it cold again. 
But a mother's love — oh ! when dark clouds lower, 
'Tis as strong as it was in prosperity's hour : 
It gloweth alike amid sorrows and joys ; 
Time never weakens it — woe ne'er destroys. 

Even in death it bumeth on — 

Watch the mother when life's sands are nearly run. 

She is leaving this earth for a brighter place. 

Yet a shade of sadness steals over her face — 

She feels she is leaving this earthly home 

For a heavenly mansion where grief cannot come ; 

Yet that mother would gladly resign all that bliss. 

For a world so uncertain and frail as this, 

"Whose beauty the black flood of guilt has defil'd. 

To dwell with her cherish'd, her darling child. 

O 'tis a beautiful faith, that there are 
Angelic guards to the virtuous here. 
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Whose employment it is with a careful eye 
To watch over frail mortality. 
And 'tis sweet to think that when to heaven 
The soul of a mother fond is given. 
That her's is the office to watch above 
The cherish'd ones of her earthly love. 



ON THE BREVITY OF LIFE. 

Within a gay parterre there grew 

A gracefiil lily, taU and fair ; 
Each mom it drank the cooling dew 
That fell from the heavens clear ; 
It rear*d its fair form 'mid the flowers gay, 
And grew on in beauty from day to day. 

A change did come — the beauteous flower 

Did pining hang its lovely head : 
Rude Boreas blew ; a driving shower 
Prostrated its form on its leafy bed. 
Its snowy petals were cast around. 
And found repose on the damp, cold ground. 

And thus is beauty. — ^When its day 

Is cloudless, tranquil, bright, and fair. 
Basking in pleasure's enUvening ray, 
It stands in life's gay parterre ; 
But remorseless Death turns this joy to gloom. 
And sweepeth beauty to the silent tomb. 
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TO POETRY. 



Enchanting Poetry, thy witching spell 

Doth soothe thy votaries in their hours of woe— 
O goddess, heavenly born, where dost thou dwell ? 

Is it where banks of odorous wild flowers grow ? 
In some green, woody, dryad -haunted dell, 

Where murmuring streams of crystal water flow. 
Where solitude in all its charms is found, 
And nothing breaks the calm which reigns around, 
Except the feather'd songsters of the grove. 
Warbling their lays of liberty and love ; 
Or the soft buzz of insects wandering by, 
Or the lark singing in the clear blue sky — 
O Poetry, sweet goddess, I could find 

Here a retreat from the world's boring noise. 
And as thy influence sweet stole o'er my mind, 

I could experience those tranquil joys 
Which are not found where Fashion leads her throng 
Of votaries, lured by Pleasure's siren song. 
Here on some fragrant, flowery bank I'd lay, 
And calmly muse the uncounted hours away. 



THE WANDERER. 

'TwAS night, and o'er the wide and dreary heath 
November's gloom hung lowering, not a sound 
Did break the dismal stillness of the night. 
Wild o'er the lonely waste did howl the blast, 
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And all around was desolate and drear. 

No living thing was there save one poor traveller^ 

Who, with a feeble pace, slowly and sadly. 

Pursued his solitary way. 

Sorrow had set her seal upon his face ; 

No sparkling light of hope shone in his eye, 

But full of deep despair the glance he cast 

Into the gloomy, dense, and shadowing fog, 

That hid all objects from his haggard eyes. 

To be benighted on a lonely waste. 

Far from the cheerful homes of fellow man, 

Brings feelings of dark gloom upon the mind ; 

But yet it breeds a consolation sweet 

To think upon the welcome that awaits 

The tired traveller at the warm fireside : 

But he who wandered o'er this dreary heath. 

Received no comforts from such thoughts as these ; 

No home had he, nor friends to welcome him— 

He was alone within the wide, wide world ; 

His heart was dreary as the wild he paced. 

Old he was not, although his hair was grey, 

And pale his cheek ; it was the withering blight 

Of sorrow had done this, not age's ripening breath. 

Once 'twas not so, for he the social joys 

Of home had known ; but, light with youthful hope. 

He left its circle and his native shore, 

And had experienced in the wide, strange world 

That disappointment is the lot of man. 

When he returned, he found the scene was changed— 

Of all the the friends he knew in life's bright {mom^ 

Some slept the dreamless slumber of the grave ; 

Others had wander' d far to distant lands ; 

The few that now remain 'd look'd coldly on 

The wanderer, and passed him strangely by. 
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Those friends (the truest that we have on earth) 
Who would have welcomed with warm hearts tlieir 

child. 
One was reposing 'neath the verdant sod. 
The other, who'd long moum'd her absent son. 
And quite despaired of ever clasping him 
To her maternal breast again, had left 
The village where so many years of bliss 
She'd spent with him now gone to brighter scenes. 
No one could tell him whither she was gone, 
" Perhaps she too was sleeping in the grave," 
And he, with wild woe throwing himself on 
The sod 'neath which his father's form was ledd, 
Pour'd forth his sorrows in a flood of tears. 
He found no pleasure in the place where all 
Reminded him of happy youtMul days. 
When joy did shed his sunshine o'er his path ; 
How cheerless now, how dark and desolate ! 
And soon he wander'd far away, and long. 
Friendless and poor, he had been forced to bear 
The scorn which upon poverty is flung 
By the unfeeling strangers of humanity. 
Benighted now upon the wild, his feet 
Were carrying him he knew not whither ; 
And all the horrors of his cheerless state 
Came rushing like dark billows o*er his mind. 
A sound doth break the silence of the night ! 
It is a distant clock telling the speed of time — 
Eleven strokes he counts, then hasten'd on 
In the direction of the cheering sound. 
In hope of finding out some dwelling place. 
Where he might beg a shelter from the cold. 
And taste the sweets that wait upon repose. 
A glimmering light now burst upon his view— 
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With beating heart he rush'd unto the spot 

From whence the bright and trembling gUmmer came — 

It was no fleeting phantom to allure 

The heedless wanderer to destruction dread ; 

But from the window of a dwelling house 

A friendly taper shed its trembling beam. 

To guide the poor benighted traveller's steps. 

Soon did he gain the door, and humbly knocked — 

While Hope one moment whisper' d to his heart 

That woe-relieving Charity was there. 

Fear the next moment would usurp her place. 

And mutter that his suit would be denied. 

He hears a step approaching to the door. 

And now a voice demands his business there. 

" A weary traveller who has lost his way 

Humbly entreats a shelter for the night." 

The bolts are gradually withdrawn, and soon 

The door turns on its hinges slowly. 

An aged female stood reveal'd to sight : 

Her form was bent beneath the weight of years ; 

Her venerable face, shaded by silver locks. 

Claim' d reverence ; sorrow and patience mild. 

Soft blending, hallow'd her placid features. 

What was there in her soft low voice that thrill'd 

Upon the stranger's heart, as, with a smile. 

She bade him enter ? — In this lonely house 

Was naught that could attract a robber's eye. 

Neatness did reign supreme in plain simplicity ; 

But gorgeous luxury there had not a home. 

With ready hospitality, she spread 

A frugal meal, and with kind words did cheer 

Her weary guest, who eagerly did gaze 

Upon that face so full of mild benevolence. — 

What was there in it that so won his gaze ? 
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He ne'er before had seen a face so full 
Of resignation, tenderness, and grief, 
Blending with age's venerable grace. 
There was a spell within those placid features 
To draw his eyes ; surely he must before 
Have seen that face, or wherefore should he gaze 
With such an earnest look ? But now her eyes 
Are bent on him, and, starting from her seat. 
She quickly rush'd to where her guest did sit. 
And, with a faltering accent, she exclaimed 
" Tell me thy name I pray." 
Falteringly he complied with her request. 
Scarce had the words escaped from his lips, 
Ere she did fold him in her aged arms. 
And, pressing him unto her heart, exclaim'd : 
" I knew it was my son — my boy, my only boy !" 

the deep fervour of maternal love ! 
Though his pale haggard face did scarce retain 
Aught of the expression that had mark'd it. 
When she had weeping bidden him farewell, 
Yet that fond mother's eye did see her son 
Through all the change that woe had wrought in him. 
What words can tell the happiness he felt 

To be restored to her he lov'd so well ? 
Who could describe the joy that mother felt. 
When clasping to her heart her long-lost son ? 
My feeble muse dares not attempt the task— 

1 drop the curtain on a scene so fair. 
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BE LIKE THE BEE. 

In Wisdom's bowers many flowers 

Of fairest colour grow ; 
Some like the fickle butterfly 

0*er these fair flowers go ; 
Now with this one feast their eye. 
Now unto another fly. 

But wise is he, who, like the bee. 
When the fair flower he greets. 

Does not alone survey its hue, 
But finds its hidden sweets. 



THE LOVER'S DREAM. 

I thought her robe was spotless white, 

And golden ringlets deck'd her brow, 
I thou^t her blue eyes shone more bright 

Than when I first beheld their glow ; 
And then her bright form seem'd to glide 

From earth to realms far, far above, 
And she, my fond, my vision*d bride. 

Had left me but a Dream of Love. 

J. H. Jbwbll. 

As I upon my couch reclin'd. 

In slumbers of the night. 
Fancy did bring before my mind 

A vision of delight. 

I seem'd in that bright dream to stand 
In wide and gorgeous halls ; 

It was as though enchanter's wand 
Had rais'd the stately walls : 
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For everthing that met my sight 
With splendour bright did shine ; 

And I thought that aU these halls of light. 
And all this wealth were mine. 

And youthful knights and ladies fair 

Along these halls did glide ; 
And one I fondly love was there, 

Close standing by my side. 

She spoke — how sweet to me the voice 
Which from her lips did flow ! 

It said : " My love, rejoice, rejoice ! 
For we are happy now." 

Then came a burst of music sweet 

As heavenly spirits' song, 
And to the clear melodious sounds 

We gaily danc'd along. 

But soon I thought we wander'd from 
Those halls so fair and gay ; 

And to a beauteous garden near 
Did slowly wend our way. 

The moon look'd down serenely bright 

From sky so soft and clear, 
And shed her mild and silver light 

Upon that garden fair. 

And there was many a purling stream. 

And many a shady grove. 
Where nightingalqp were warbling sweet. 

As if to hail our love. 
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And from the trees the sweetest flowers 

In beauteous festoons hung. 
And over fountains, grots, and bowers, 

Their graceful foliage flung. 

I fancied that we wander'd on 

In that delightful place. 
And conversed sweet as we had done 

In days of happiness. 

And on we roved, until we came 

Unto a chapel fair ; , 

And many a knight and stately dame 
I saw assembled there. 

And there I saw an altar bright, 

With jewels cover'd o'er. 
Gleaming in brilliant tapers' light. 

Which youthful pages bore. 

And there, bedeck'd in gorgeous robes, 

A reverend priest did stand. 
We enter'd. and were hail'd with joy 

By that gay-attired band. 

" Behold ! my love," the maiden said« 

*' Our sorrows now are o'er ; 
The priest doth wait to join our hands : 

We'll ne'er bie parted more." 

As I approach'd that altar bright 

With her I love so well. 
The ecstacy of joy I felt 

Is more than words can tell. 

B 
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But ere I reach'd it, it did fade 

Before my ravish'd sight. 
And all that hright and beanteoos scene 

In darkness took its flight. 

I woke, and found that all I saw. 

Which did so lovely seem. 
That all the happiness I felt. 

Was but a baseless dream. 

O what a vision of bright joy 
Had flitted o'er my brain ! 

Joy which I cannot hope to taste- 
Would I could dream again ! 

When, led by Fancy's hand, our thoughts 

In horror's region stray, 
'Tis cheering to awake, and find 

The vision pass'd away. 

But when she brings her brightest scenies 

Before our mental eye, 
Who does not feel a pang to wake 

To cold reality ! 



STANZAS. 



Enchantbess Night has waved her ebon wand. 
And from the depths has call'd primeval gloom ; 
Day's busy din is hush'd to stillness deep. 
And all is calm and quiet as the tomb ; 
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Nature appears as if 'twere lock'd in sleep. 
Beneath the mystic influence of her hand. 
That showers the cooling dewdrops on the flowers 
Which droop'd beneath the heat of noontide hours. 

Young Morn comes marching o'er the eastern hills. 
Like warrior bold in glittering armour dight ; 
And gloomy Night with all her murky train 
Confusedly fly, chas'd by his shafts of light. 
The joyful songsters wske a cheerful strain, 
Join'd with the silvery sound of gushing rills. 
The dewdrops scattered by the hand of Night, 
Touch'd by day's golden beams, now glitter bright. 

The gems of genius in earth's sons will be 

Like dewdrops dark — they will not brightly shine— 

Unless the ** Giver of each perfect thing" 

Upon them shed his radient light divine. 

But even when their brightest beams they fling, 

Compar'd with heavenly wisdom, they will be 

But as the twinkling dewdrops to the bright. 

Dazzling, majestic, solar orb of light. 



THE PARTING OF FRIENDS. 

A SENSE of sadness stealeth o'er the heart, 
When we from friends we love are forced to part. 
Around that softly whisper'd word "farewell," 
How many anxious fears and sorrows dwell ! 
O there is something in the last "good-bye," 
That calls from out the heart a bitter sigh, 

B 2 
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To think that ahnost cruel parting word 
May be the last, perhaps, which may be heard 
From lips of those to whom by friendship's chain 
We're boond — O what can soothe this bitter pain ? 
Naught but the hope that we may meet again. 



THE CAPTIVE'S SONG. 

WHY am I kept, like a prison'd bird. 
In this dungeon's murlqr gloom. 

Where the sweet words of friendship are never heard» 
Nor the voices of lov'd ones come ? 

1 sigh for the forester's wide domain ; 

I envy the mountain child — 
O would I could break this cruel chain. 
And fly to the forest wild ! 

The deer in the greenwood, the bird in the air. 

Are free, without care or pain ; 
Then why should a man be obliged to bear 

The weight of captivity's chain ? 

The lark, as he soareth on freedom's wing 

High up in the clear, blue sky. 
With the wild notes of nature, doth merrily sing 

The charms of sweet liberty. 

Then why should not I be permitted to raise 

My voice with the bird of the mom. 
And, in the enjoyment of freedom, to praise 

Those sweet pleasures from which I am torn ? 
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Sweet Hope, thou dost tell me I yet shall enjoy 
The delights which from liberty spring — 

O when I am free as the lark in the sky, 
O then like the lark I will sing. 



ABSENCE. 

Absence 1 is not the soul torn by it 
From more than life, or death, or breath ? 

'Tis Lethe*s ^loom, but not its quiet, 
The pain without the price of death. 

The hand of smiling Spring is flinging 
A verdant mantle o'er the earth ; 

And the blithe wood-birds are singing 
To hail the flowers' birth : 

But oh ! I cannot wake a song 

Of gladness with the feather' d throng ; 

Fm sad and lone amid the gay ; 

For thou, my love, art far away — 

Fair Summer holds her sunny reign. 
And spreadeth gladness o'er the earth ; 

Now Flora o'er the glowing plain 
Poureth her treasures forth : 

All nature seemeth blithe and glad ; 

And yet my heart is lone and sad : 

I cannot cheerful be, nor gay. 

While thou, my love, art far away — 

The hollow autumn winds do blow 
The wither'd leaves along the plain ; 

With dreary voice, they're sounding now 
A sad and mournful strain. 
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With heart as drear as nature's face. 
Which now has lost its fairest grace. 
Along the flowerless plain I stray, 
And think of one that's far away — 

Winter, in all his terrors clad, 

Now reigneth o'er the ice-bound earth ; 
Sad are the tones that spring made glad ; 

Hush'd is the voice of mirth : 
But the gloom is not upon my soul ; 
No more woe's billows o'er me roll ; 
No more care sinks my spirits low ; 
For thou, my love, art with me now. 



HOPE. 



Whilb o'er a drear and desert way 

A lonely traveller doth stray. 

If Sol his golden visage shrouds 

In a thick veil of wat'ry clouds. 

If rain with furious force comes down. 

And nature wears a shadowing frown. 

Upon his mind dark gloom will steal. 

And melancholy he will feel ; 

But thinking thus his mind will cheer, 

" Ere long, perhaps, it will be fair." 

Thus as we journey o'er life's road. 

Dark clouds the sun of joy will shroud ; 

And sorrows pour on us like rain. 

And happiness give place to pain ; 
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But we, as sorrows o'er us lower. 
Are cheer'd by sweet Hope's soothing power. 
Who whispers, " Brighter days will come. 
And sunshine will succeed tins gloom." 



SONNET. 

Faib as the spotless blossom of the thorn. 
Fair as the rosy blush of early mom. 
Fair as the glorious bow that spans the skies. 
Giving to mortal sight heaven's brilliant dies. 
Art thou ; but notlung on this earth I find. 
To emulate the beauties of thy mind. 
The may-flower's snowy petals fall away. 
If o'er their clusters thick the wild winds play ;. 
More transient still, Aurora's rosy light 
Fadeth ere Phoebus shows his visage bright ; 
The rainbow's brilliant colours fade away. 
When in the ocean sinks the orb of day : 
But amid all the changing scenes of earth, 
Thy mind, thy guileless mind, still shines un- 
clouded forth. 



I NEVBB can forget thee ; 

Deep lodg'd within my breast. 
As long as fife's short taper bums. 

Thy memory will rest. 
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That breast may be by paasioii wrong. 

And Hope, sweet guest, may fly. 
And leare it dark and desolate, 

A prey to misery: 
But, like a lovely flower that blooms 

In desert wild and drear. 
Thy form in all its peerless grace 

Will still be imaged there. 

O when I think upon the hours 

When thou my side wast near. 
The music of thy low, sweet voice 

I fancy that I hear. 
When in the circling arms of sleep 

I softly close mine eyes. 
Thy form in all its loveliness 

6efore my sight doth rise : 
You gently smile upon me then. 

And utter words so sweet ; 
And I list with rapture to the voice 

I never can forget. 

O would that thou wast near me now. 

That I could hear the voice 
Whose fancied music in my dreams 

Doth make my heart rejoice ! 
But though thy fair and graceful form 

No longer charms my sight. 
Yet still fond memory doth wing 

To thee its constant flight. 
And though between us mount and wave 

A barrier huge should set. 
Yet I never could forget thee, 

No ! I never could forget ! 
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STANZAS. 



When through the gloomy, sunless sky 
Bleak winter's howling storm doth fty, 
And chilling snow and driving rain 
Descend upon the frozen plain. 
If a receding glance we cast 
On the bright summer that is past, 
Doth not its glowing beauties seem 
Like to a fair and transient dream ? 

We rove abroad ; but nature's face 
Is reft of almost every grace : 
The birds, and butterflies, and flowers. 
Like flattering friends when fortune lowers. 
Are gone ; and in their stead appear 
The trees, with branches dry and bare ; 
The hail, the snow, and hoary frost — 
All nature's brightest charms are lost. 

Man in life's fair, unclouded day 
Basketh in pleasure's sunny ray ; 
But that bright time is quickly past. 
And age's winter comes at last : 
When the fairy scenes of youth so bright 
And gay no longer charm the sight ; 
Then they to memory appear 
A vision transient as fair. 
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SUNRISE. 



'Tis early mom ; Aurora's rosy ray 

Heralds the coming of the god of day. 

The earth a sadly-sileiit aspect wears. 

All droopmg, bathed in morning's pearly tears. 

But lo ! the sun o'er yonder mountain's height 

Rises in all the majesty of light. 

She brightens now ; her dew-besprinkled face 

Now shows the grace of blended loveliness. 

Like a young bride whose spirit feels a gloom, 

Spite of her love, to leave her childhood's home : 

Half sad, half joyful, smiling through her tears. 

When to her sight her chosen one appears. 



THE LAUGH OF CHILDHOOD. 

O THE laugh of happy childhood is the blithest sound 

on earth. 
So gushing in its freshness, so joyous in its mirth, 
'Tis merry as the peal that ushers in the bridal day. 
And pure, and clear,and blithesome as the sky-lark's 

matin lay ; 
^Tis the music of the young heart's chords tuned by 

the quick hand of glee ; 
O the laugh of happy childhood is the blithest sound 

for me. 
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When wearied with the world's cold forms and guile- 
ful flattery's art. 

That sound so free and joyous hrings refreshment to 
the heart. 

And, like the tired traveller, faint 'neath Phoebus' 
burning ray, 

Who tumeth gladly to the spring that gushes in the 
way. 

The heart that's wearied with the world, by cold 
deceit beguiled. 

Receives a cheering solace from the blithe mirth of 
a child. 

The voice of prattling infancy is a clear, silver bell. 
That bindeth us to listen with a sweet entrancing 

spell: 
But 'tis sad to think in after years the deadening 

frost of woe 
May change its tones of melody to dreary sounds 

and low ; 
That, tho' in peals of gaiety the present it employs; 
It soon may sound a mournful dirge o'er the grave 

of buried joys. 



AN OLD MAN'S THOUGHTS UPON HEAR- 

ING THE BELLS RINGING AT 

CHRISTMAS. 

In childhood's sunny hours I heard 
That sound with soul devoid of pain ; 

Blithe as the carol of a bird, 

My heart danc'd gaily to the strain. 
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Life was to me a dream as fair 

As rainbow tints, when first its swell 

Rung jocund on my listening ear — 
The merry, merry Christmas belL 

But O unto my heart that chime 

Is mournful now ; for with it come 
Thoughts of that gay and happy time ; 

Thoughts of my childhood's peaceful home. 
I think upon the contrast now. 

And as its echoing peal doth swell. 
With sadden'd heart I listen to 

The sweetly mournful Christmas bell. 



WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF JANUARY, 

1851. 

With what a joyous sound the glad bells peal ; 
Breaking the stillness of the midnight hour 
With their clear chime, to hail the infant year. 
That now begins to take its silent march 
After its predecessor which hath gone 
To the mysterious place of time elaps'd. 
With what a rapid pace Time stealeth on — 
It seems as though it were but yesternight 
I sat and heard those bells ring the same peal. 
To usher in the year that's pass'd away. 
Since then, how many changes there have been 
Upon the face of this terrestrial globe ! 
How many hearts that then beat high with hope. 
Or glow'd with love, or felt the bitter pangs 
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Of sorrow, or remorse, or cankering care, 
Are now laid low within the silent grave. 
Where the world's noisy din disturbs them not. 
Nor passion rends them with its stormy force ! 
How many a voice which at that time was jocund 
As those clear bells that now are pealing bUthely, 
Is now as drear as when with solemn toll 
They fling their sad tones o'er the palled bier ! 
How many a home that then was a sweet spot. 
Where the fair, social virtues dwelt serene. 
And where domestic bliss shed its sweet beams, 
like the warm sun upon a quiet dell. 
Brightening its simple flowers, now is reft 
Of all its joys by Poverty's chill hand. 
Who, with his follower, stem Necessity, 
With cold, unfeeling grasp doth separate 
Those who sere bound by love's endearing chain, 
And breaketh up the circle of sweet home. 
The year that's pass'd away has in its course 
Seen many a scene of blackest guilt, or woe 
Such as would make the eye of soft Compassion 
To overflow with sympathetic tears. 
Death has been busy in the hall and cot. 
And swept his thousands to his empire dark, 
The silent grave, where slimy earth-worms feed 
Upon those forms that at the past year's birth 
Were bounding in the pride of health and vigour. 
The murderer's arm has with fell violence 
Uplifted been against his fellow's life. 
The '• slayer of himself," urged by Despair, 
Not valuing the Almighty-given boon 
Of life, has rush'd with impious violence 
Into the awful presence of his God, 
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From woe which he would not with patience bear. 

And which must certainly have had an end. 

To that from which there can be no retreat. 

The miser, who through many a circling year. 

With greedy hand, had heap'd his glittering store. 

Has bow'd down, feeling the approach of death — 

Casting upon his gold his dying eyes. 

He feels a pang, a bitter pang, to know 

That, like the frugal bee, he's hoarded up 

A golden store for others to enjoy. 

The forms of those consigned to poverty 

By his rapacious avarice, now rise 

In dread array before his mental sight ; 

And 'venging Conscience, now at length arous'd. 

Rings a loud knell upon his dpng ear. 

And then his mind, recurring to an unknown 

Future state, unthought of until now. 

Hopeless, he feels the horrors of his state — 

His soul, that's canker'd with the rust of gold. 

Cannot unbend in prayer's repentant sigh ; 

He casts a cold gaze on his useless store. 

On which his soul as on a god was placed. 

To the destruction of all purer feelings. 

And with a groan of deep despair expires. 

The youthful bard, by flattering Hope encouraged. 

Trying, adventurous one, to gain Fame's temple 

By the steep hill of popular opinion. 

Has thrown his rhymes before the public eye. 

Only to find, alas ! Hope's fair flowers blighted 

By the cold breath of cruel Criticism. 

Tlie happy bridegroom to the sacred altar 

Has led his blushing bride ; and felt such joy. 

That he would not have changed his lot to be 
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The richest, mightiest monarch upon earth ; 

But ere the year had pass'd away, has seen 

His bride a clay-cold corpse. 

And the young bride has had her chosen one 

Snatch'd from her by the cruel hand of Death, 

And, her young heart broken, and her cherish'd 

dreams 
Of sweet domestic joy all crush'd, has bow'd 
Like a pale lily beneath sorrow's blight. 
And join'd the lov'd one in a better world. 
Faithful as the bereaved turtle-dove. 
That pines in bitter sorrow until death 
Bringeth a sure relief. 

Thus through the past year's space has change 
Asserted its dominion ; and pale sorrow 
And black vice ruled in the hearts of men. 
And this must be again — O bitter thought ! 
O what a thought for frail humanity ! 
Before the infant year has fled away. 
The same scenes will be acted o'er again. 
Though but a few short hours as yet have fled, 
Those few short hours have pregnant been with woe 
And pain to many upon eartii's wide surface. 
Events succeed each other fast as do 
The fleeting moments that make up the year — 
A moment now has fled, and with it too 
A soul has fled into eternity. 
Each passing moment. Death receives his victims ; 
Each moment, more are bom into the world ; 
Another generation, which, like the former. 
Becomes at last the prey of all-consuming Death. 
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WRITTEN UPON THE BLANK LEAF OF A 

BIBLE. 

In this sacred volume cluster 

Heavenly gems of priceless worth ; 
Never fading in their lustre, 

Fairer than the gems of earth. 
'Tis a fountain ever streaming 

With rich floods of heavenly lore ; 
'Tis a holy beacon gleaming ; 

Guiding to a peaceful shore 
The frail bark upon life's ocean. 

By conflicting storms oppressed ; 
In the midst of rude commotion 

Telling of a port of rest. 



SONNET. 

BiTTEB are pensive memory's trickling tears. 

When thought doth ope the leaves of the heart's 
book. 

And o'er its ample pages casts a look ; 
Reading a mournful tale of mispent years — 
Then every long- done deed of vice appears. 

By conscience rais'd, before the fever' d brain ; 

And comes, a spectral, dark, and sombre train. 
Filling the quailing soul with gloomy fears. 
But tears do show that penitence doth bid 

The heart to supplicate the God of love. 
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Who, bending from his glorious home above, 
Hears weeping Penitence in closet hid. 

Who, with tear streaming and uplifted eye, 
Draweth relenting Mercy from the sky. 



THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

He gaz'd upon the old church- tower 
That met his view in childhood's hour ; 
And as he gaz'd, unto his eyes 
Did memory's blinding tears arise : 
He brush'd the drops away, and then 
Gaz'd on the old church-tower again ; 
And then the wanderer's feelings took 
The form of words, and thus he spoke : 

" I gaz'd upon it in life's early mom. 

Ere my bosom was pierc'd by adversity's thorn. 

When, wrapt in childhood's Elysian dream. 

Life did to me like a paradise seem. 

I gaz'd on it then ; but my gaze of old 

On that grey stone structure was brief and cold : 

For memory's tears at that season were dry ; 

The present did only my thoughts employ. 

Then time's wheels sped on with a silvery sound. 

Scattering bright flowers of joy around. 

Then my hopes did spring fast in home's sunlit grove, 

'Neath the nourishing dews of a mother's love ; 

In that sheltering bower they burst into bloom. 

And promised a harvest of joys to come. 



6S POEMS. 

But O they were false as the fickle ray 

That shines to beguile in an April day. 

Hope was a siren that led me to roam 

Far away from the sheltering bower of home ; 

In my youthful ears did she pour her sweet song, 

And call'd me to wander the world's haunts among. 

why did I trust to the flatterer's smile ! 

Oh! sweet was the strain ; but she sung to beguile. 
She enticed me away with a flattering tale, 
ITien left me with grief in life's desolate vale. 
How true doth remembrance picture the time 
When I left all to go to a far distant clime ! 
A friendly and well-meaning sorrowful band, 
With a last adieu, grasp'd my trembling hand. 
And then came my mother's wild embrace — 
How my young heart beat as I gaz'd on her face ! 

1 felt her warm tears falling fast on my cheek ; 
She wildly wept ; but she could not speak. 
But her silent grief spoke more than words. 

And play'd a sad tune on my young heart's chords. 

Whose echoes have sounded in many a strange clime. 

And, unlike other echoes, grown stronger by time. 

When the sounds of my dear native village that day 

On mine ear in the distance had died away, 

I tum'd on this very spot, and took 

Of my native valleys a farewell look : 

There, as it does at this very hour, 

Uprose in the distance the old church tower : 

It seem'd partly to chide me for wandering away, 

And partly to woe me again to stay. 

I stood, as I stand now, upon the glade. 

Where my steps in my chUdhood had often stray'd ; 

And I felt for the moment half inclin'd 

To return to the spot I had left behind ; 
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For a chilling doubt did steal over my brain, 
That I never should find such a home again. 
But the thought of the laughter that I should meet. 
If I did, made me quicken my wavering feet. 
Now I stand on the same spot, and gaze on that 

tower. 
Faithful memory recalleth that sorrowful hour. 
The shades of past scenes darkly flit o'er my brain ; 
I seem to live over those moments again. 

would that it might be even so ! 

But time's stream hath no ebb, but doth onward flow 
'Till it reaches Eternity's boundless sea — 
Those moments can never return to me. 

*' When roving forlorn on a far distant strand. 
My thoughts would oft turn to my dear native land ; 
When heartsick and faint 'neath the burden of pain. 
Fond memories of home would crowd fast on mybrain; 
And Fancy would bring back the sorrowful hour 
When I cast a last look on the old church-tower. 
Oh ! why did I wander away from my home. 
O'er the world's unknown paths, inexperienc'd, to 
roam ! 

1 pursued a wild fire through many a land. 
Always flitting before me, but never obtain' d. 
It led me away, that ungainable bliss. 

Till I sunk into misery's miry abyss. 
The land of my fathers, the land of my birth, 
I then felt was to me the fair garden of earth ; 
And my home was its sweetest and shadiest bower. 
Where gracefully blossom'd full many a flower. 
I left that sweet bower, from the garden I pass'd. 
And found all beside but a desolate waste." 
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No more the wanderer did say, 
But to the village made his way. 
He saw the well-known spots where he 
In childhood sported mernly. 
The trees 'neath which he had reclin'd 
Still waved their branches in the wind ; 
The birds still warbled wild and clear 
The notes which he had lov*d to hear ; 
The stream in which he used to float 
In boyhood's days his paper boat, 
Still glided smoothly as of yore 
In murmurs o'er its pebbly shore. 
All that did meet his vision then. 
Brought boyhood's gay dreams back again. 
He saw the houses where had dwelt 
His valued friends of yore, and felt 
His heart sink low, as 6'om each spot 
Pass'd strangers cold who knew him not. 
His mother's dwelling met his view. 
And near to it he trembling drew. 
Twenty fast fleeting years had pass'd. 
Since he had seen that cottage last. 
The open door reveal'd a scene 
Of sweet home-happiness within. 
Around the homely board there were 
A band of children blithe and fair. 
The happy sire upon his knee 
Fondled the youngest bom, whose glee 
Was sunshine to the mother's sight. 
Who view'd the scene with fond delight. 
As his gaze upon this fair scene fell. 
The wanderer's feelings who can tell ? 
He asks, with faltering voice of fear. 
Of her who erst sojourned here. 
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And as his mother's name he speaks. 

The tears course down his sunburnt cheeks — 

" O she is dead, her grave you see 

Beneath yon drooping willow tree" — 

He hears no more — his trembling feet 

He carries to the still retreat. 

Where, from earth's cares and turmoil free. 

The dead repose so quietly. 

ITie weeping willow soon he found. 

And 'neath it was a green grass mound, 

On which his drooping form he cast ; 

And on the sod his tears fell fast. 

He sobb'd aloud, until his woe 

To deep, expressive silence grew — 

The westering sun's retreating beam 

Shed its sweet dying smile on him — 

The calm, soft face of evening saw 

That lone, heartbroken mourner there — 

When night's deep shadows fell around. 

His form still press'd the grassy mound. 

*Tis mom, the day-god's golden light 
Paints Nature's robe in colours bright. 
Rous'd by the cock's shrill voice that clear 
Rings in the balmy morning air. 
His frame refresh'd by sweet repose. 
The peasant to his labour goes. 
Nearing the churchyard, he doth see 
A form beneath the willow tree : 
'Tis motionless and still as are 
The grey memorials scatter'd there. 
Has balmy Slumber kindly shed 
Oblivion's dews upon his head. 
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And stanch *d the bleeding wounds of pain. 
That, when he wakes, will bleed again ? 
He sleeps indeed, but is more blest 
Than if *twere but a transient rest. 
His drooping head the swain doth raise — 
No answering look returned his gaze — 
The form was stiff — the eye was dim — 
Earth's deepest sleep had fallen on him. 



BEAUTY. 

The cheek of beauty, like the rose. 

Is lovely to the sight 
In youth, that season of repose. 

Enchantment, and delight. 

The butterfly's bright wing, 
Like beauty's cheek, is fair ; 

But mark it when the gloss is gone. 
And learn a lesson there. 

The grace of earthborn loveliness 

Is swept by Time away ; 
The graces of the heart alone 

Submit not to his sway. 

Behold yon tree of flowerless branch ! 

The sweeping wind hath reft 
It of each blossom ; but the boughs. 

The stabler boughs are left. 
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